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AND SET UP THE CAMELS, TOO
. . . Whether you're in there
bowling yourself—or watch
ing — nothing hits the spot like
a cool, flavorful Camel

TALK ABOUT your wood-gettin' won
der! You're looking right at him —
"Low" Jackson of St. Louis, 1941 AllAmerican, captain of the world's match
game champions, and possessor of one
of the highest-scoring hooks in bowling
today. Light up a slower-burning Camel
and watch this champion in action.
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THERE'S A SWIFT FLASH of the arm.
The snap of a wrist. The ball whirls
down the alley. Take a good long look
at the way "Low" Jackson tossed that
one — that's an All-American hook.
Close to the gutter. Three-quarters
down, she starts to break—straight for
the slot. Watch it now—it's —

THAT ALWAYS
HITS THE SPOT
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C-R-A-S-H! A perfect hit! The very
sound of 'em falling sets you tingling
all over. Like a homer with the bases
loaded...a hole in one...like the full,
rich flavor of a certain cigarette, it never
fails to thrill. No matter how much
you smoke, there's always a fresh, wel
come taste to a Camel — for Camels are
milder with less nicotine in the smoke.

THE SCORE-BOARD tells the story.
More smokers prefer Camels... smokers
like Lowell Jackson to whom mildness
is so important...smokers who want a
flavor that doesn't tire the taste...smokers who want more out of a cigarette
than something to carry in hand or
pocket. You'll never know what you've
been missing until you smoke Camels.
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TWENTY TIMES "Low" Jackson
(above) has rolled the perfect score
(300). Every time he lights up a Camel
he smokes with the assurance of modern laboratory science that in the smoke
of milder, slower-burning Camels there
is less nicotine (see below, left). Get a
package of slower-burning Camels to
day,and smoke out the facts for yourself.

The smoke of slower-burning
Camels contains

28% LESS
NICOTINE
than the average of the 4 other
largest-selling brands tested—
less than any of them—according
to independent scientific tests
of the smoke itself!
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Costlier
Tobaccos
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BE IT OBSERVED:
That HIKA will continue as long
as the Emergency continues.
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JOHN ALAN GOLDSMITH

Quincey Quaver's Program
People always said later that Quincey Quaver's
rise to fame was meteoric. It certainly was very
quick. There can be no question about that. One
night he was an unknown, the next morning he
was a household word, and in a week he was one
of the most forgotten people in America.
It probably was fate that decreed that Quincey
would be all alone in the little radio station in
Fairview, Utah when a nearby Amateur Radio
Operator went on the air with the news that a
German submarine had been sunk in Great Salt
Lake. Quincey was playing records on a makebelieve-ballroom program and listening to the
amateurs talk on a set in the office when the
flash came through. He didn't hesitate about in
terrupting his program to tell the world. He
knew that there was a war going on. He thought
that it was unfortunate that an enemy submarine
had made its way into Great Salt Lake, but it
never occurred to him that there was anything
particularly astonishing about it. He had once
been swimming in the Lake, and he was very glad
that the German craft had been destroyed.
When New York picked up Quincey's news
item they naturally thought that it was a hoax.
Three news experts and one news analyst repeated
the flash for laughs, and all quoted their source,
Quincey Quaver of Fairview, Utah. When the
official report which confirmed the rumor was re
leased, the report which revealed that all the parts
for the sub had been smuggled into Salt Lake City
packed like breakfast food and that it had been
assembled by a group of fifth columnists in the
basement of a German restaurant, Quincey Quaver
became a pretty important fellow.
Offers poured into Fairview from all over the
country. Quincey was in demand. The big net
works wanted him. Radio sponsors wanted him.
The movies wanted him. One enterprising cereal
manufacturer wrote asking Quincey to write a
testimonial for Corny Crunchies "because no man
in the country is better able to find the real value
in a cereal carton."
Quincey thought of New York and Washing
ton and all the places that were outbidding one
another for his presence and didn't go anywhere.
Apparently there was a girl in Fairview who stood

up quite well against anything that Hollywood
had to offer, and when Hollywood began to offer
so did she. She offered to marry Quincey, and
that is what decided the issue. Quincey decided
to stay in Fairview and do a half hour newscast
for ZBC twice a week. For each of these pro
grams he was to receive six thousand dollars.
The contracts were signed on Monday. Quincey's first newscast went on the air on Wednesday
evening. On Thursday morning the network
lawyers conveniently found a flaw in the contract,
and the series was cancelled. On Thursday eve
ning the girl in Fairview suddenly remembered
that she had offered to marry a cowboy in Chey
enne, and she left town.
Quincey Quaver's Program as it has come to
be known in the trade will live forever in the
minds of the people who heard it. Quincey read
the news bulletins that had been prepared for him,
and when he was finished he stopped talking.
There were twenty minutes to go. No one could
understand. One of the technical crew who un
derstood newscasting went up to the microphone
and, in a few well chosen words that were fit for
radio, he tried to draw Quincey out on the impli
cations of the bulletins that he had just read.
What, he asked, can we expect in the next few
days? Quincey coughed in two hundred and
twenty-five thousand American homes and an
swered that he didn't know and he guessed we'd
all just have to wait and see what happened. Sea
soned commentators sitting close to their radios in
a hundred cities winced at this remark; the idea of
a newscaster refusing to cast!
The technician, who knew only that he still
had seventeen minutes of air to fill, tried another
tack. He asked Quincey to comment on the in
efficiencies of the defense production program
and indicated that Quincey might recommend
some changes in the present set up. Quincey
coughed again and replied that he wouldn't dare
say anything about that. He even went as far as
to hint that it probably was the business of the
President of the United States to decide these is
sues. The technician gave up and switched to a
startled studio organist who played variations on
Bach's Toccata and Fugue in D Minor for sixteen
minutes.

Philip Fendig

Tea Dance
Teddy was darn glad he had a study period
the last hour in the day, because he was always so
drowsy then. And Friday was worst of all. If
he'd had a class — say Miss Kresler's Latin, for
instance—he'd fall asleep every time, he was sure.
And in the big Assembly where he was supposed
to study (but never did because he always did his
homework at night), he could nap a little, even
though Hawkeye Davisson was the monitor.
When the bell finally rang at 3:32 (he knew
that time by heart), Teddy jumped up like the
rest of the kids and crowded to put his books in
his green locker, one of the hundred that lined
the side wall of the Assembly. He took out his
Latin and his physics books, pulled the blue mackinaw over his heavy red sweater, slammed the
locker door and walked out of the Assembly.
Miss Kresler, who was hurrying out of the prin
cipal's office, almost walked into the swinging
door as Teddy shoved open. He turned red and
begged her pardon, but she just laughed and said
that was all right. He liked her about as well
as any of his teachers, even if she did teach Latin.
Maybe she liked it.
"Teddy," she said, as he was bowing away, "are
you coming to the tea dance after school? I'd like
to see you there."
The tea dance. Of course he'd completely
forgotten. He remembered now that Miss Kres
ler (only the principal called her Dean of Girls)
was starting tea dances this year. She'd always
wanted more kids to come to the regular school
dances, and must have figured this was the best
way to get them in the habit . Teddy didn't like
to dance, but he liked Miss Kresler. He said,
"Sure, I'll be there."
As he walked down the steps to the gym,
where there was already music from the record
player, he thought about himself. Teddy thought
about why he dreaded to go into the gym now,
FEBRUARY, 1942

why tea dances seemed silly to him, why he had
to be "abnormal." Somebody had called him ab
normal in his freshman year, when he didn't go
to the Junior Prom and everybody he'd gone
through grade school with, had. He'd thought
about it—often—ever since. Next spring he
would go to the Prom, and then maybe other
people would stop calling him abnormal. At
least, maybe he could stop thinking it, himself.
After all, he was younger than anybody else in his
class, and if he didn't enjoy dances or parties or
raising hell all the time, it might be because he
was smarter than they were. He got better grades.
. . . But that wasn't the way the rest of the kids
figured.
The gym was full of sweaters and saddle shoes
when Teddy walked in. He pulled off his coat
and threw it on the fourth row of bleachers,
pulled down his sweater, ran his fingers through
his hair and sat to watch the jitterbugs. There
were a lot of them and they all seemed awfully
good. They all looked happy. Teddy closed his
mouth.
The music stopped and the kids went off in
little bunches of fours and sixes to sit down. Sev
eral of them passed where Teddy was sitting,
alone, and said "Hi, Wilson," or "Hi, Teddy," but
usually just "Hi." That was the thing to say.
Then the music started again—this time it was
"Blue Orchids"—and then the funny thing hap
pened. Mari Hopkins came up to Teddy and
asked him to dance. She asked him to dance. Just
like that. "Would you like to dance?" in that
sweet tone that made her such a hit in "Seventeen."
Teddy said, "Why, sure!" so readily and so
clearly that he was even more surprised. Here
was Mari Hopkins, the coming Prom Queen, the
class play lead, the girl who spelled her name
(Continued on page 15)
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Walter Elder

Clay Feet
She was his girl the summer after he gradu
ated from high school. At least, they went to
gether, and no one ever said among the boys that
he was her boy friend. It was she who had sug
gested that he come over to see her in the eve
nings, and she had asked him to kiss her good
night when he left the third evening. She went
to all the baseball games when he played on the
intermediate league championship team, and it
was she who had suggested to the captain that he
let Paul pitch a game. This was after she had
had her older brother show him how to throw a
curve and tell him a few things about pitching.
He got to be the number one pitcher on the team
before the season ended, and she told him things
that he had done wrong when everyone else said
that he had pitched a beautiful game, and when
he felt that he had lost the game she cheered him
up by pointing out the lack of fielding and hitting
support. He decided that she knew a lot about
baseball.
He liked good swing music, but he always
managed to dance as little as possible whenever
he went to the Club dances. He and three or four
of his pals would stand out on the porch and
watch. Their dates, if they had been talked into
taking any one, would retire to the powder room
when they didn't have a dance with some one.
Paul would dance the first and the sixteenth with
his date, and no one ever expected him to dance
any more. One night they brought a portable
radio so that they could listen to the night baseball
game from Cincinnati. She never went to the
Club dances, but he took her when she won a bet
that he wouldn't get more than two hits against
the Tigers.
When he called for her he realized that he had
never seen her dressed in anything but shorts or
light summer dresses. Her manner was as polite
as her evening dress, and she bawled him out as
soon as they got into the car for being late and
4

for not sending her a corsage. At the dance she
gave him her program and told him that she
wanted half of them with him and the rest with
five fellows whom she named. He couldn't think
of any protest. All the other times, he had never
even bothered to get his date a program. She told
him that he was a good dancer, and she smiled
and laughed while she talked until he began to
look forward to his next dance with her. She was
very popular by the time intermission rolled
around, and the pals congratulated Paul on his
smooth date. On the way home she suggested
that he come over and hear some new records her
brother had bought and she would show him a
couple of steps she had picked up at the school in
Massachusetts. He decided that she was a good
date for a dance and that she was a smooth girl.
By the time Paul and his pals had decided to
think seriously about where they were going to
college several of the boys and one or two of the
girls had started to smoke. All through high
school the crowd had listened to admonitions
against smoking, and it was a violation punishable
by expulsion to carry tobacco within sight of the
school. Paul didn't smoke, and he told the other
fellows that it was silly to smoke before they were
twenty-one because it would ruin their wind for
college sports. He had acquired quite a local
reputation as a pitcher, and he was considering
two Big Ten universities which had contacted him.
His grades were all right, especially his marks in
English literature and composition. One night
when he went over to see her she was sitting in
the front room reading "Lord Jim," and there
was a pack of cigarettes beside her. She told him
to make himself comfortable until she had finished
the chapter she was reading. He thumbed through
the cartoons in Collier's until she marked the
place in her book and put it down.
"You don't smoke, do you, Paul?"
"No, it's bad — "
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"Do you mind if I have one? It rests me after
I've been reading."
"I didn't know that you smoked."
"I don't much around here. People are pretty
stuffy. I don't do a lot of things just because of
social convention."
It seemed to him that she looked better smok
ing than most of the other kids did when they
were talking about the difference between a Lucky
and a Chesterfield. He decided that he didn't
mind her smoking. She could handle it all right.
They talked about "Lord Jim." He had read it
for an English course last year. She seemed to
know a lot about a great many books which he had
heard of. He had to say that he hadn't read that
one but he was meaning to get around to it as
soon as he could find time.
"I was talking to Miss Haesler, your English
teacher, the other afternoon, and she was telling
me about the themes and stories you had written
for her. She showed me three, and I thought
that they were very good."
"Long hair stuff. I just did it because they
were assigned."
"Would you call Conrad a long hair?"
"Well, no, but — well, writers are nuts."
That started an argument about books which
lasted for several weeks. She was always telling
him that he had a natural talent, and that he was
trying to act like a tough guy when he said that
he didn't like it. She seemed to know just what
he had read, and she steered him from fiction to
essays to poetry with increasing mention of philos
ophers whose names he knew. Then he started
to come over with a new book that he had just
gotten from the public library two or three times
a week, and she would tell him what horrible taste
he had. She told him about her professors at
school, and he found out that she thought a lib
eral education had a business administration
course licked all hallow.
When he thought back on it, he decided that
that was how the real fight had started. That, and
a remark he had heard his sister make about he
was being led around by the nose by a girl who
was too old for him. He thought about that, and
he decided that the way to find out was to show
her that he was going to a big university and learn
6

how to be some body with enough money to live
comfortably. He lined up his arguments in favor
of a coed school versus the small men's college
which she seemed to like, in favor of the wider
contacts and social training which one got at a
university, in favor of practical knowledge as op
posed to a lot of book learning. She was leaving
the next day for a month on Cape Cod, and this
was his chance to prove to her that he knew what
he wanted to do.
She didn't want to talk about college though.
When he got there he found her putting some
records on the record player.
"Darling, let's dance."
She had never called him any affectionate
names before, and what with the surprise and the
sweet smiles she gave him while they danced he
never thought about college until she said that
she was going right to school from the Cape. That
made him realize that he wouldn't see her until
Christmas. They stopped dancing and sat on the
front porch holding hands.
She twisted the ring she had given him after
his team had won the championship, and he
thought that something special should happen
because he wouldn't see her for so long. They
ought to leave each other with everything settled.
But what was to be settled he couldn't quite decide.
"Are you going to miss me, Paul?"
He kissed her, and she pulled his arm around
her waist and put her head against his chest. She
twisted the ring some more, and then she slipped
it off his finger.
"I'm going to take this with me."
"But you gave it to me. I want it. It's al
ways been sort of an understanding between us.
Hasn't it?"
"Oh, but you'll be away at college, and we
won't see each other. Lots of things can happen."
"Don't you want to go on like we have been?"
"It would be nice, but if I take the ring now,
then there won't be any chance of a silly scene.
That is, if we should break up."
She put the ring down the front of her dress
and turned her head up to kiss him. It was set
tled. But the kiss, longer than most she had given
(Continued on page 15)
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E. F. McGuire

After the Ball Is Over
I
She opened the door.
"Thanks alot, Tony. It was swell."
"Goodnight, Jerry. Be good." He smiled
quietly. The door closed as he walked away.
II
"Well, Tony-boy, we're getting in at a decent
hour. I never thought we'd do it. Thank you
so much."
"As long as it is this early, may I come in?"
quietly.
"I think so," she smiled, and opened the door,
walked into a spacious hallway. He followed,
shutting the door behind him.
With a vigorous sigh, she threw her coat over
the arm of a bench. Then with her lipstick, she
sharpened her lips in the hall mirror.
"Come on, Tony-boy." She walked independ
ently into the den, flung herself at a corner of the
purple davenport. He sat beside her.
"Oh, no. You sit over there." She laughed. "I
can see you so much better," the last flatteringly
and with a full command of the situation. "Now
what will we talk about," and continuing without
a pause, laughing still. "Really, Tony, you
were so kind this evening. I can't tell you how
much I appreciate your not dragging me off some
place for breakfast or a drink. I don't really see
how people keep going all night, when they drink
as much as some of them do. I don't waste time
like that. What's the matter?" An opening.
He stood up, moved to her side. She smiled
calculatingly. He missed it. "There isn't any
thing the matter. I just hoped that your vitality'd
give out. I'd feel more comfortable. I can't
seem to catch my breath," cautiously with an an
imated smile.
"Oh, I know, but we have all this excitement
only once in our life time. I've just got to make
8

the most of it while it lasts. I'm so busy. This
noon I went to a luncheon, and this afternoon
there was a sports party. I went skating with
Stu. He really isn't very good. I finessed a cock
tail party and went to dinner tonight and then
you came and got me, and took me to the dance.
And tomorrow it's the same thing, only with dif
ferent people. Oh," looking into the distance and
hugging herself, "I'm having such a glorious time.
I wish it were always this way." He remained si
lent, waiting for her to approach something.
Silence. He'd have to.
"Jeep, I haven't been in town long and don't
know them at all well, but you can look so ex
cited with everybody. Why? So many of them
are just plain dull, but still you bubble all over
them. Doesn't anyone ever accuse you of being
insincere?"
She smiled as though at something in her
mind.
"What a silly question," prohibitively.
"Some people are genuinely fond of you." He
battled on. "Don't they resent your eternal cor
diality?"
All right, Tony-boy. Maybe you're right. A
lot of them do bore me, but most of them think
they're entertaining, and I'm hardly in a position
to disillusion them," lightly.
"O.K., I thought as much."
"As a matter of fact, all of them bore me."
"Isn't it a little dangerous to tell that to some
one who you don't know very well—say someone
who might be interested in you."
"Not really, because all boys are conceited
enough to think if I told them that, that I had an
interest in them, otherwise I'd be insulting them.
So they'd think that I was taking them into my
confidence, and that I was more interested in
them than the rest. I can't say I mind, and it
would be all in their imagination and conceit."
HIKA for
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"How is a person to tell what you really think
of them then?" smiling artificially.
"Why should they know, as long as they think
I like them?"
"There is such a thing as being truthful and
honest."
"But you don't understand. I am perfectly
truthful and honest. It's only in their own im
agination and conceit that I think about them at
all."
He looked across the room, felt her watching
him.
"Jeep, I really think I'd better leave," looking
at his watch. "You have to get up early tomor
row. Please don't come to the door."
"All right, Tony, and thanks again so much,"
appreciatively.
He left the room. She was laughing.
Ill
"Thank you muchly for seeing me home, Tony,
and I am so very sorry that your car froze. Here
is my key." He looked at it stupidly.
"It turns to the right," she explained, looking
at him. He opened the door.
"If you would like to come in for a drink, I
don't think the family would mind. I'll show
you where it is, you can help yourself."
They entered the house, the hall, the library.
"Over there the door to the left. Mix me
one too, but not very strong," quickly added,
lightly. He poured the drinks.
"Thank you muchly, Tony, and we'd better be
quiet." He sat in the chair opposite her. Behind
him the embers were dying in a massive fireplace.
They drank. She sat in a chair, clasped her
hands behind her head.
They drank in silence, she peering at him over
the top of her glass, swallowing with difficulty.
"Where do you come from?"
"I have an apartment here."
"Oh."
"What makes you ask?"
"Because it seems funny that I've never seen
you before, nor have any of us for that matter.
Most of us don t know your name and none of us,
not even I know who you are, and Mother's just
10
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poured questions on me ever since you danced
with me the other night."
"Possibly you'd like to think I was from out
of town."
"Oh, is that why everybody makes such a fuss
over you? They always do somebody from out
of town. May I have a cigarette?"
He held the box from the table to her. She
took one.
In a minute, "May I have a light?" He
jumped.
Through the thick clouds of uninhaled smoke
before her, she watched him light one and drink
for three or four minutes. He put his glass down.
"I think I'd better leave, Barbara."
"So soon? I suppose it is rather late. Will
you be leaving town soon?"
"Sometime next week, I expect."
"Oh, but you'll be at the dance Thursday,
won't you?"
"Thursday?" uncertainly.
"Yes, the one at the Club Gabel, what's her
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name's giving it. It's quite formal, you know,"
vainly proud, abusively.
"Oh, yes, of course, I'd nearly forgotten. I'll
see you there? Please don't come to the door."
"Don't you want the chauffeur to take you
home; he probably hasn't gone to bed yet."
"Thanks, no."
"Well, at least you'll take a taxi. You can
call one from out in the hall."
"No, thanks, I feel like walking, especially in
the rain, and it should be getting light in a little
while. The hotel isn't far. Thanks for the drink,
goodnight. Oh, may I call you some time this
week?"
"Do, please. Goodnight, Tony."
IV
The room was large. Mahogany paneling
formed the well-filled bookcases which lined it,
absorbed the glow of a few uncertainly spaced
lights. Talking, they sat on a couch, she resting
back into the deep cushions, arms folded across
her waist, eyes gazing softly into some fathomless
depth; he sat beside her.
"It's unnatural," she continued, "that we
should become so absorbed in each other in such
a short time, that with out any basic or funda
mental desires we should be content to sit and
talk together. How I wish we'd met before this.
Strange that we didn't, and with you in the same
town. But you've never told me where you live,
nor have you ever given me your telephone num
ber."
"Oh, you know I live out of town, Miriam,
and that I'm staying at a hotel," artificially.
"Oh, naturally, I'd almost forgotten, so com
pletely you've absorbed me. How many times I
should have liked to call you up and talked to you.
You're so interested in what we say, and yet there
isn't anything between us except an intellectual
interest. How brilliant that we've become so
mentally enamoured of each other, and especially
lacking the mutual acquaintances that we do.
And, darling, so unique of you to come to the
dance in just a dinner coat. I don't know of another person that could have gotten away with
it," her hand on his sleeve. "You seem so strong,
so powerful, and your face is so strange, your eyes
12
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and at Scott's Candy & Nut Shop you'll find Mrs. Stevens luscious
candies done up in handsome Valentine packages. Just the rieht
gift for your "queen of hearts".... whether she be sixteen or sixty!
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You'll find lovely Heart boxes in every price range ... from a tiny
heart at 39c to a lavish satin heart filled with delicious miniature
candies at $2.75. And to fill the candy dishes for Valentine parties
a selection of delightful candies priced from 29c to 49c a pound.
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so mysterious. How beautifully you insult every
one, by peering at the maids, that cool gaze that
enchants me, and I'm so intellectually attracted
to you for it ... "
"You are an understanding person, aren't
you?"
"Thank you, Tony, I'd hoped that you'd feel
that. I try to understand, but you seem so far
away all the time."
"I'm sorry."
Silence. Then restlessly, "Miriam?"
"Yes," so softly.
I think I'd better leave. You seem tired, you
should get more sleep," his hand covering hers.
I understand, but," grasping his coat sleeve
again, Tony, we are attracted to each other, aren't
we. Intellectually, I mean? We are aren't we?
Oh, gazing at his hair, "I don't think I should
ever be able to hear you say no. Your talks mean
so much to me, and when I go back to school, I
don t think I shall forget a single word of them."
She gazed at him. "Well, goodbye, Tony. When
will I see you again?"

"Soon, very soon."
"I leave in a week."
"Sunday night then."
"Come in for supper. I'm sure the family won't
mind. Besides Mother's just dying to meet you."
"All right. Sunday night then. Don't come
to the door. I can find my way out. Good night,
Miriam." He shook her hand, ignored her eyes.
V
The lights were dim. Across the room a single
light glowed, well shaded.
"Sit down, I'll be right with you. Help your
self to a drink if you like." He sat down in a chair.
She came back in, walked by the chair, ruffled
his hair.
"Don't want a drink? Mind if I make one?"
She poured it.
She set her glass on the table, curled her arm
around his neck and curled herself in his lap. One
hand caressed the back of his neck, the other the
side of his face, his cheeks, his eyes.
"Know any questions you want the answer to?
I know them all."
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"I'll take your word for it," lifting an eye
brow.
"Okay," reaching for her drink. "Never can
tell how much one knows though, can one?" with
a smile.
He smiled back.
"Maybe I should have a drink."
"Here, take a sip out of this one. Makes us
that much closer," bending down, kissing him
wetly.
"Thanks, but I want a strong one."
"Okay," tartly.
She moved to the couch. He sat down beside
her, setting his drink down beside him. She turned
and lay down, her head in his lap.
"At last. You know, when I danced with
you, I knew you were waiting for me. I sort of
guessed you were a man. I knew we should know
each other, and that someday, you would love
me," turning her head for a kiss, any subtlety now
over. "I knew that sooner or later—oh," slip
ping her arms around his neck, mouth slightly
open.

CAFE
MONACO
For the Best Continental Food
Try the famous Monaco Spaghetti with
Frank's Sauce.

THE NEXT TIME YOU'RE IN CLEVELAND DROP
IN AT MONACO'S RESTAURANT IN THE HANNA
BLDG. AND MEET FRANK.

Other Kenyon Men will be there

HIKA
April — The Bunkhaus Memorial Issue
May — The Philosophy Issue
June — The Boys and Girls Issue
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CLAY FEET
(Continued from page 6)
him, didn't blot out the thought which had just
occurred to him. He was being led again, so he
had to have that ring.
"Listen, I want that ring or I'll have to think
that you've thrown me over."
She sat up and lay across his lap looking up
at him with her hands at her sides.
"You know where it is, Paul."
She said it very softly, very slowly, and there
wasn't any trace of a smile around her lips. Her
eyes were serious, and she looked at him intently.
He looked for many seconds and moved. He un
buttoned the top two buttons of her blouse, and
she didn't move. She kept looking straight into
his eyes. He put his hand on her breast, and he
jerked it away at the noise he heard. Her foot had
slipped off the porch onto the step. He looked
back, and he saw her begin to smile. She sat up
and kissed him, and then she stood up, smoothed
her skirt and held out her hand to him.
"Good night, Paul. I'll see you Christmas."
He kissed her very hard, but she didn't even
move. She stepped back, said good-bye, and went
into the house closing the door. He heard her
laugh softly twice the way she laughed when she
beat him in an argument about a book, about base
ball, about a dance band.

W. B. BROWN
JEWELER
102 SOUTH MAIN STREET
MT. VERNON, OHIO
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ELECTRIC and ACETYLENE
BICYCLE REPAIRING
LAWN MOWER REPAIRING &
GRINDING

"DOC" FIXIT'S REPAIR SHOP
MT. VERNON, OHIO

TEA DANCE
(Continued from page 3)
M-A-R-I, asking Teddy Wilson, the woman-hater,
to dance. And here he was, answering her right
back and getting up and leading her onto the
basketball floor and dancing with her. There's
something screwy for you.
Thank God it was a slow piece. Teddy could
actually dance pretty well to a slow piece; he al
most enjoyed it. And today he found himself
enjoying this dance with Mari. She was really a
swell dancer and her hair smelled awfully good
and really she wasn't such a bad girl. Sure, she
went around with a lot of different fellows and
did a lot of silly things, but if you were as good
looking as she was you probably would do a lot
of silly things too. But Teddy couldn't figure
this one out—this seemed like the silliest thing
yet, even though he liked it.
The number was over too soon, and Teddy was
afraid the next one would be fast, so he asked
Mari quick if she would like to go down in the
cafeteria and have a coke. And then she said yes,
she would very much. And Teddy was more con
fused and happier than ever.
The cafeteria was empty. Teddy put two
nickles in the coke machine and opened the cokes
while Mari sat down at one of the tables by the
wall. He brought her the opened coke and sat
down across the table from her, just as if he'd had
a date with her. It was too screwy for words.
Talk didn't come hard for Teddy while they
were sitting there. He talked about skiing and she
15
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ADVERTISING, like steel,
must be magnetized before it
has attractive power . . . and
the magnetizing power of ad
vertising is fine Typography.

said how much she'd like to go skiing with him
if they only got some snow soon. As he talked
he thought how really pretty Mari looked and
how it wasn't so hard talking to girls after all and
what a good idea Miss Kresler had. Mari smiled
at him again.
When the music upstairs stopped, Teddy said,
"Maybe we better go up."
They went up and Teddy got his coat and
Mari's. As he was helping her into hers out in
the hall, she said, "Thanks loads for the coke,
Teddy. This has been fun." Then, after a pause,
"Why don't you get around more?"
At first Teddy didn't know just what to say to
this, but then he beamed back at her and finally
even said, "Maybe I will," in a way that he hoped
sounded significant.
This made him feel very warm and good, but
she didn't say anything more; she just looked at
him like she'd looked at Jack Hadley in the last
act of Seventeen." Now he was stuck for something to say, and he suddenly just said, "Good
bye." She smiled at him there in the big hall with
everybody looking and said, "Good-bye," and
walked out the front door. Teddy went out the
side door. As he turned back to look at her, he
didn't see her, but only two kids—a boy and a girl
— and they were laughing at him. He slammed
the door.
Teddy took the back way home. He kept
thinking about Mari and then about those kids
and then Mari again, and finally about himself.
He kicked a rock hard and it bounced off a tele
phone pole and into the middle of the street. He
bit his lip hard and then said, deliberately, "God
damn it!" and ran the rest of the way home.

JOB PRINTING - PROCESS COLOR PRINTING
PUBLICATIONS
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American Made Watches
General Electric Clocks
Cameo Rings
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Stop At

7 EL. Gambier St., Mt. Vernon, O.
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IT'S CHESTERFIELD
• says LOIS JANUARY
Star of Stage and Screen
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always Milder and Better-Tasting
always
...that's what makesTloolerChesterfieldSmok

the steady smoke of more ,smokcrs every day. You can count on
Chesterfields to give you, day in and day out, wore smoking pleasure
than you ever had before... So make your next pack Chesterfield and
its right combination of the world's finest cigarette tobaccos will go
to work to give you all you want in a cigarette
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